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Northern W 
The Bloody Conteſt, 


BETWEEN 


CHARLES che 7weſſth, 


King of SE D E N, and 


P E T E R the Great, 


Czar of MUSCOPL 
With the Loves of 


Count GILLENSTERNIA, 
And the 


Princeſs E LI MIR A. 
With a Comic Interlude, calld | 


The VOLUN IEERS; 


Or, the ApVIENTUR ES of 


RODERICK RANDOM, 


And his 


Friend $7 RA P. 


Alfo, the Comical Amours of 
Corporal GARBAG E, and Serjeant SLIM, 
with Mrs. VAN SP R 16 G E N, the Sut= 
lers Widow; the merry Pranks of her Son 
JANN Y, and many other diverting Incidents, 


A New Hiſtorical DR AMA. 
As it is now. acting, by a Company of Comedians 
from both the THEATRNS, at the GREAT + 
BOOT in the George Y, ard, in V. -St. 
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ARGUMENT. 


HE following Scenes take their Date from the 

Time that the viforious King of Sweden re-en- 

ter d Poland, afier Auguſtus had refignd the 
Crown to Staniſlaus, and /ign'd the Treaty of Alt- Rein- 
ſtadt, by which he was reſtored to his hereditary Do- 
minions. The Czar, upon the Approach of Charles, 

_ retired, ſacking, deſtroying, and laying waſte the whole 
Country. After many laborious Marches in the Midft 
of Winter, Charles paſs'd the Viſtula, aud the Neref, 
retook Grodno, and purſued the Muſcovites, who fled 
before him. At length, finding it impoſſible to force 
them to a deciſive Battle, he reſolved to enter Ruſſia; 
but as the Province of Livonia, and the adjacent Coun- 
try, were utterly unable to ſubli an Army, he deter- 
mined to do it by Way of the Ukrain; Mazeppa, Hett- 
man, or Chief” of the Tartars, privately aſſuring bim 
that the Provinces won d rewlt, and furniſh bim with 
every Thing needful for ſuch an Undertaking; and at 
laft Mazeppa did publickly join him. The Events 
which were the Conſequence of Charles's entering 
the Ukrain, and the memorable, and fatal Battle of 

Pultowa, with his Retreat into Turky, are the ſubject 
Matter of this Piece. As ſuch Actious are ſeldom at- 
tended by the fair Sex, the Author was obliged to In- 

vention for his Love Scenes; as likewiſe for the Fable 

1 the comic Part; it being a Sequel to the Life of 

oderick Random, and his Friend Strap, whoſe Wives 
he ſuppoſes to prove bad Women, which occafions their 
going a volunteering, and gave Riſe to the ſeveral divert- 
ig Incidems, which compoſe this Interlude. 
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Per ſons | in the Tragedy. 


Charles the 12th King of Sweden, Mr. Usnrx, 
Count Piper, his Chancellor, ay PSON, 
Prince of Wurtembur R r. JACKSON 
Count Gillenſternia, ah his Generals, Mr OE 
Mazeppa, Hettman or Chicfofthe Tartars, Mr, RxEp, 
Other Generals, Officers and Soldiers. 
Peter the Great, Czar of Moſcovy, Mr. Bux tox, 
Prince Dolgoruki, his N 15:00 Mr. TAC ET, 
Prince Menzikoif, Mir. Jones, 


b Iwan, 15 his Generals, Mr. SHAWFOR D, 


Princeſs ies, Daug. to Delgoraki, Mrs. Cxoss, 
| En Officers and Soldiers. | 


Perſons i in the Comedy. 


| oder ick Nandach 1 Mr, Cro8s, 

Strap, his Friend, Mr. Papprex, 

Corporal Garbage, | Mr. BRI De ks, 

. Serjeatt Slim, Mr. SrokkER, 
Janny, the Widow! 8 os 8 Mr. Vavenax, 

on | | 7 
Mrs. Yanſpriggen, | Mrs. BRI Des, 
Moll Trotfooter, Mrs. Vavcnan, 
Mrs. Rank, Mrs. FEx6us0N, 


Mrs. File, 8 Soldiers Wives, Mrs. Snawroxp, 
. Mrs. Macgchogan, an Iriſh Woman, Mrs. PADbDick, 
ed the Widow 8 VOOR: | _ TrIER. 


NORTHERN HEROES. 
"ACT l SCENE L © 


Charles King of Sweden, with his Counſellors and 
' . © Generals, diſcover' d. 


OW my brave Swedes, Compa- 

8 the War, ; ” 
We amply have repaid our Neigh · 
. 2 8 2 
Auguſtus is reduc'd to ask our Favour, = 
And Staniſlaus our Friend, on Poland's Throne. 

'The haughty Czar is now our only Foe; x 

His Troops like Wolves ftill prowl about the Borders, 
Not daring to advance and give us Battle. 

Say, ſhall we hunt the Miſereants to their Dens; 

Or elſe invade their Empire in our Turn, 
And lead Deſtruction to their very Doors? 

ay 5 In my Opinion, moſt victorious Prince, 

The Undertaking's difficult and dangerous; 
Barrs unſurmountable impede your Way, 
The Diſtance from your Kingdom's too remote 0 
Soon to recruit your Troops, or ſend Supplies 
Which you may need, and Prudence ſhould provide. 
I therefore wou'd adviſe you to regain 
The Provinces unjuſtly wreſted from you. ic 
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If then the Foe will not ſubmit to Terms, 
You may his Kingdom at Diſcretion enter, 
And ſpreading Deſolation all around, 
Compel his ſtubborn unrelenting Pride 

To fue for Mercy, and to own your Right. 
= Wart, Moſt gracious Sovereign! might I prevail, 
The Scat of War you inſtantly ſhou'd change; 
With Fire and Sword, lay Waſte his vaſt Domains, 
And there return the Havock and Confuſion, 
His fierce Barbarians dealt among your Subjects. 
And to this End, the brave Mazeppa, 
The warlike and renowned Turtar Chief, 

Is come to offer Aid and firm Alliance. 

Char. Admit him. | 
E ᷑ nter Mazeppa. 

Mar. Moſt potent! mighty! and tremendous King” 
Permit me to approach your ſacred Perſon, 

With Adoration, and profoundeſt Reverence ! 

And, with Humility and trueſt Faith, | 
Ao offer, my Aſſiſtance to your Arms, 3 
To ſcourge your For, and tree ourſelves from Bondagd. 
The Tattars, who poſſeſs the fruitful Ukrain, 

Urg'd by Oppreſſion, and repeated Wrongs, 

Have ſworn to leave th' imperious Tyrant's Cauſe, - 
AndJoty with Thouſands your victorious Bands, 
For whoſe Support ſhalt-ſmiling Plenty wait, 
Do eaſe the Toils of the laborious March, 

To ſweeten Vengeance and make Conqueſt ſure. 
Ihe Provinces; who yet remain in Doubt. 
Want but your Prefence te throw off their Yoke, . - 

And lead you te Imperial Moſcow's Gates 
_ Char. Noble Maztppa, we embrace thy Offer, 
Ard here we vow our Friendſhip and Protection. 
Io pull down Tyrants and deſtroy Oppreſſion, 
Shall be the plcating Labour of my Life. 
Thercfore with Secreſy, and all due Speed, 
Info m thy Friends of our determin'd Purpoſe, 
And let the proper Magazines be form'd, 
Our Army to ſubſiſt, and aid its March, 
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Haſte Gillenflernia, put my Troops in Motion, 
With all due Care, each Obſtacle remove, 4 
That may protract our Speed, or ſtop our Progreſs, - 
Revenge and Glory now my Sout inflame, 
Which ſhall in Peals of Thunder watt my Name. 
The daftard Czar, the dreadful Blaſt ſhall hear, 
And ſtruck with Guilt and Terror, fink in Fear. 
While joyful Swedes ſhall Victory proclaim, | 
And to remoteſt Regions, ſound. their Monarch's 
Fame. [ Exeunt | ob; 


SCENE II. A Grotto. 


The Princeſs Elimiia diſcover d on a Bank of 
0 | Flowers. N 


Eli. How painful are the Hours of dull Captivity; 
But more the Abſence of the Man I love? 
O Gillenfternia / haſten to my Preſence, | 
And with the manly Muſick of thy Tongue, 
Remove my Fears, and huth my troubled Soul. 
He comes! OI cou'd ruth into his Arms! 
Bur Prudence, Virtuc, and my Sex's Pride, 
Forbid the wild Emotions of my Love, 
And force Diſſimulation and Reſerve. 
| Enter Gillenſternia. 85 
Gil. Hail to the lovlieſt and the faireſt Maid! 
That cer adorn'd a Camp, or bleſt a Soldier. 
My royal Maſter has at laſt determin'd, 
To bear his Thunder to the Cars Dominions, 
By which, I ſtand provided of the Means, 
With Honour, and with Safety to reſtore you. 
But, O my Princeſs ! while my honeſt Heart 
Conſults your Happineſs, refuſe no more 
The ſinall Returns of Love, which Honour, Virtue, ' 
X And ſtricteſt virgin Modeſty may grant. 3 
Eli. O Gilleuſternia, all a grateful Heart, 
| O'crwhelm'd with Obligations, can repay, 1 
Your generous Uſage claims, But yet rememper, 2 
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A Parent's Right debars my weak Conſent. 
His Sanction only, can declare me yours. 
Eil. There, there's my Grief, from thence my 
Fears ariſe. | 
To ask a Favour from my Maſter's Foe, 
| And combat with inexorable Age, 
4 Suits not the Soldier, nor the Man of Honour. 
| Give me but Hope, when Fortune {miles upon us, 
I ftand the foremoſt in your chaſte Affections, 
The bleſt Acknowledgment will warm my Soul, 
And ſtrengthen me to bear our painful parting. 
Eli. Excellent Man! No longer Ill conceal A | 
The pleaſing Flame that burns within my Breaſt, 
My Love! yes, Gillenfternia, thou ſhalt have it, 
Pure, and unſpotted as thy honeſt Heart, 
Nor Abſence ſhall remove thy bleſt Idea, 
But Love, and Gilleuſternia, fill my Soul. 
Gil, O charming! heav'nly Maid! 
Thus let me take thee in my cager Arms, 
With all the chaſte Endearments of true Love, 
And bleſs thy kind, thy condeſcending Goodneſs. 
No more let hoſtile War diſturb Mankind, 
But ſpare the Soldier, and the labouring Hind. 
Let golden Peace in Olive Garlands ſhine, 
Since Love, and Elimira, now are mine. | Exeuit. 


7 ene m. „ Field. - 
| Enter Roderick Random, and Strap. 


Rand. Well, Strap, who cou'd have thought that 
| our Happineſs, when we marry'd two ſuch ſeeming 
|: virtuous Women, and ſettled in our native Place, 
2 - thou'd have been of ſo ſhort Duration? | 
'$ Strap. Why nothing leſs than the Devil, and Wo- 
man, could have brought it abour. A Couple of Brims, 
Vn to cuckold, ruin, and fling us into Lion egad, if it 
1 had not been for your Uncle, the Lieutenant's laſt 
— Legacy, there we might have rotted. Rang. 


backwards. | Sits down and cries.] 
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Rand. But that's over and we have ſhewn em a 
fair Pair of Heels for't; and ſo dear, Devils, adieu! 
and if I an't even with the Sex, may I be carry'd 
back, impriſon'd for Lite, and have no other Comfort 
than my damn'd Spouſe, and her Baſtard. 

Strap. Why truly, Mr. Random, you are pretty 
even with em already. You have ruin'd an Iriſb and 
a Dutch Woman, and are in a fair Way to do the 
ſame by the Swediſh Sutler's Widow. 1 

Rand. Why, Strap, Cath runs low; we are going 
to take a tedious March; though I have no great 
Stomach to this volunteering ; beſides, here's no Hopes 
of Preferment, unleſs a Man will run his Head into 
the Mouth of a Cannon, or eat three or four Cal- 
uc hs for his Breakſaſt; therefore, fleece is the Word, 
I'm for the Widow. . 

Strap, And I, her fooliſh Son; and if we don't 
ſtrip her between us, it ſhall go hard. But hold, 
don't you think we might ſqueeze ſome Cole out of 
her two Lovers, Corporal Garbage and Serjeant Jim? 

Rand. A good Hint, faith; it may make us 
Sport, and get us Money. But let's loſe no Time; 

Invention by Delays grows cool and ſtale, 

Strike while the Iron's hot, you'll never fail. | Exennt. 


SCENE III. The Inſide of a Sutler's Booth. 
Enter the Widow, and her Maid. 


Wid. Well, Madge, was not Captain Random pure 
Company laſt Night? | 
Mad. Yes, forſooth, and ſo was Mr. Strap. To 
be ſure he does ſo make one laugh, when he. tells of 
his comical Ventures, ho, ho, ho; but here comes 
Mrs. Rank and Mrs. File. | 
Mid. Give me the Arm Chair then, and get you 
Enter Mrs. Rank, and Mrs. File. Cd 

File. Good-morrow, Mrs, Vanſpriggen; what, crying 
ſtill? "OI Rau k. 
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Nauk. Ay, to be ſare, poor Woman, ſhe's in 


great Affliction. I, that have had nine Husbands, 


have had ſevere Tryals this Way. [ Cries. | 
Mid. Oh, Mrs. Rank, a good Husband is a good 
Thing to be ſure. 


Rank. Ay, ay, and would it not break any Wo- 


man's Hcart to loſe a good 4 (They both cry.) 
File. A Fig for your good Thing. If one good 


Thing's gone, you muſt get another. I love a good 


Thing as well as either ot you; to, Madge, bring us a 
Dram of the beſt, "i 

Mid. Well, he, he, he, you're a comical Woman 
to be ſure ; you are for turning every Thing into a 
Joke, he, he, he; will you never be graver ? 


File. Yes, when have had as many good Things 


as my Neighbour Rank. I never had but one Hus- 
band, and, ah, Bleſſings on his Heart, he ſtands by 
me ſtill; but fill us a Round, I ſay. 


Rank. (Takes a Glaſs and ſimpers.) He, he, he, 
to be ſure, File, as you ſay, the Way to forget one 


Husband, is to get another. 
Omnes. Ay, ay, ay, get another. (Laugh and 
| _ arink,) 
Wid. Well, there's Corporal Garbage, and Serjeant 
Shim, do fo tcaze me, I don't know what to do with 
em. 
File. Do with 'cm; why try em both, and ſtick 
to that which is beſt, I ſay. . 
* Rank. Ay, av, ſtick to that which is beſt, I ſay; 
fo fill us t'other Round. 5 | 
Omnnes. Ay, ay, tother Round, he, he, he. + 
| Drin.) 


File. Well, good-morrow If I ſee the Serjeant II 

tell him now's his Time. (Exit.) 

Fan. And the Corporal is to be with my Hus- 
Hand, I'll cemmand him to his Duty; and fo good 
by $98. AE). 1. | 


AS. 
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Enter Jann. hn 

Fanny. Mother, Mother, here's the. handfoie 
Gentlchban coming, that gave me a Shilling laſt N ihr, 
to 8⁰ to Bed and leave you together. | 

Euter Random, and Strap. 

Rand. So, Widew, what up already? 

Mid. Ay, ay, I have a great Deal of Cure upon 
my Hands. Here's the Army going to decamp, and 
take a tedious March to Miſcovy; What 1 ſhall do 1 
don't know. 

Rand. Do? Never tear ; put your Affairs in my 


Hands; I'll take Care of em I warrant you. Come, 


come, never ſtand ſhilly, ſhally; I tell you it muſt be ſo. 
id. But hear me, Sir. (reti re and talktogether.) 
Strap. And ſo, Maſter Faun, you never had a 
Wench, you ſay ? 
Fanny. No, never, never in all my born Days. 
L crept to Bed once to our A ige, and felt ſome- 
thing fo comical, that, O lud! if Mother had'ac 
pall'd me away, | be lieve I cou'd have lain there tilt 


NOW. 


Strap. L' tell you what then; if you'll go with me | 


this Aiternoon, and perſuade your Mother to give 
you. . Money, I'll tak vou to a curious pretty 


Girl? 
Jun. O lud! that will be pure. Ah, but Mother 
won't give me a Penny of Money. Why, ſhe took away 


the Shilling the Captain gave me laſt Night; betides 


our Parſon ſays that Whoring u a Sig, and 1 ſhall be 
damn'd for't. | 

Strap. Pho, pho, never mind that; why, L have 
had ahundred Whores in my T ime, and was never 
damn'd yet. If you can but get the Money— _ 

Fan, Til tell you what I'll do; the has been taking 
a Dram this Morning, and by and by the'll take a 
Nap, and when ſhe's aſleep Til pick her Pocket. But 
how much muſt I bring? 

Strap, Oh, as much as ever you can to be fure. 


Fau'll find me in the Captains Tent ; in the mean 
Time Wr you lay nothing. Fa, 
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Fav. No, no, muni's the Word, I warrant you. 


A Wench, O lud! [Exit.] 
; (Random and Widow come forward] 


Wid. : And ſo you aſſure me, if Mr. Strap marries 


us, it will be good in Law. 


Rand. Upon my Honour, tis as good as any 


Prieſt i in e; and then you'll travel like an Offi- 
cer's Lady, while honeſt Strap takes Care of the Bag- 
gage; and I do aſſure you this Campaign is the uſt 


you ſhall ever keep a Suttle in. 
Mid. Nay, nay, I was always told T ſhould * 2 


reat Woman. But how ſhall 1 get rid of my two. 


overs, Garbage, and Slim? 
Rand. Let me fee; — I have it. Tell Garbage 
you'll not marry him, unleſs he reduces himſelf to the 


Size of Slim; nor Slim, till he eats himſelt up to 


the Bulk of Garbage: and recommend me and Strap 
as proper Perſons to inſtruct em. 

Wid. With all my Heart. Step to the back Part 
of the Booth, and there you'll find a Cloak and Wigg 
to diſguiſc yourſelf like a Doctor, and give Madee 
two NMeaſures tor me. Random and Strap retire. 

Enter Garbage. 


 Garb. Your Servant, Widow; you ſee I am with 


you berimes this Morning. We People of hearty Con- 
ſtitutions never ſleep long. l'm thinking what a Num- 
ber of young Garbages 1 ſhall get upon that Body of . 
ours. 
: Mid. Well, Mr. 83. I'm ſenſible of your 
Merit; but am determin'd never to marry a Man ſo 
big as you are; therefore if you intend to be my 
Husband, you muſt reduce yourſelf to the Size I like; 
here, Madge, give me the Meaſure. 
| [tives him à Garter. 
 Garb. Zounds! Why this will ſcarce go round my 
; but what the Devil ſhall I do? S'blood, I mn 
be vs to faſt myſelf down to it. 
Vid. os 4 here's 8 4 rao that's A Phyſic cian, 


8 
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and a great Traveller; I was telling him how much T 


lov'd you, and he has promiſed to inſtruct you. This is 
he. [Random comes forward as a: Dofor,) _ 
Garb. Sir, your humble Servant, Pray, Sir, 


by what Method am I to reduce myſelf te the Widow's 
Fayour ? | 1.11111 

Rand, Let me feel your Pulſe. You muſt take fit- 
teen Doſes of Phyſick, and as many Sweats. between 
two Fcather-Beds; you muſt likewiſe run ten Miles a 
Day, and drink nothing but Water-Gruel mix'd with 


Vinegar; when you have gone through this Courſe, I'll 


viſit you again; in the mean Jime, you muſt give me, 
ay, you muſt give me fifty Ducats. | 

Garb. Well, Widow, you ſhall ſee what Tl do for 

ou. There, there's the Money, you'll icaa me the 

Phyſick? What a Deal of Trouble and Expence had 
I fav'd, if I had ſtarv'd myſclt ſeyen Yearsago Exit 

Omucs. Ha, ha, ha. [Strap comes forward.] 

Strap. O, here comes Slim; retire, Sir, and leave 
him to my Care. (Random retires.) 

| Enter Slim, 

Slim. My dear Widow! 

Wid. Look'e, Mr. Slim, fince you as well as others 
have ſolicited me, I'm reſoly'd to marry. 

Slim, Am I then at laſt the happy Man? 

Wid. Yes, it you like my Propoſal, which 1s this. 
Tam reſoly'd to pleaſe myſelt, and marry by Meaſure; 
therefore if you'll be my Husband, you muft be ex- 


actly the Size of, this Garter, puts it round him. 0 


bleſs me! Why you are above two Yards off the Mark. 


What will you do? 


Slim. Why hang myſelf in the Garter, I think. _ 

Wid. Not at all. Here's a Friend of mine, that's 
the beſt Cook in the World; if you were a mere 
Skeleton, and in a galloping Conſumption, in leſs than 
a Month he'd make you twenty Stone. 


Strap. Yes, Sir, Put yourſelf into my*Hands, and 
Tll bring you to any Widow's Size in Europe. or | 


x 
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firſt you muſt depoſite twenty- five Ducats; for the 
Medicine is an invigorating, ſtrengthening, fattening, 
balſamick Cuſtard ; in the mean I ime ſend for your 


oy; Taylor to alter your Cloaths, for in eight and torty 


Hours you won't have a Rag that will come upon your 
little Finger. | 4 
Slim. Here's your Money. Odd, this is rare Phy- 
ſick. I am a dear Lover of Cuſtard ; and fo, Widow, 
prepare yourſelf; for I warrant you'll find me big 
cnough. { Exit. | | 


Rand. | comes forward] So, ſo, this is a good Be- | 


ginning. 


Omnes. Ha, ha, ha. | | 
Rand. Widow, farewell; at Night expect a Thing. 
Wid. I warrant, I've as good as you can bring. 

| 55 (Exeunt.) 


End of the firſt ACT. 


— 1 


ACT II. ScrNE A Palace. 


The Czar and Dolgoruki diſcover'd; with a Mode? 
of a Ship, a Globe, and mathematical Inſtru- 


ments, 


Dol. HA L, mighty Emperor! thou beſt of Men! 


a" midſt Invaſions, and the Din of 
Not only doſſt protect thy Subjects Rights, 
But like a Father, with paternal Care, 
Conſult their Happineſs; neglecting Eaſc, 
And idle Pomp; inſtruct their untaught Minds, 
In Wiſdom, Virtue, and the liberal Arts; 
The arduous Task of long and painſul Time. 
The Work of Ages, thy unweary'd Care 


7h 


Hath 


| 


A 


Lifts us from Brutes, and ſtamps us with the Mark 


Tenlarge their Knowledge, than extend my Realms, 


That Charles with haſty ſteps hath gain d the Ukraip ; 
Ad now twards Pultowa he bends his March. 


There to adjuſt our Claims by friendly Parle, 
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Hath, in the Round of a ſew circling Tears, 


Brought to Perfection. e 

Cxar. Believe me, Prince, the vaſt Extent of Em- 
. Z | 34; 

'The hirſt of Rule, the Pride of Kings, Ambition, 

Nor dignifies the Hero, nor the Man. 

Reaſon alone, the pureſt Gift of Heavn, 


Of Pow'r Divine. To be a King, is oft 

The envy'd Lot of a weak pamper d Man, b 
Whoſe Reign is Pleaſure, and whoſe Pow'r's his Glory. 
The Love of Science is beneath his Care, 
And deem'd the Province ofily of the mean. 
All my Ambition is my People's Good. 
T*encreaſe the Commerce, and improve in Arts, 

A Nation rude, by Nature far remov'd | 

From thoſe great B'eſſings, ſtill ſhall be my Care; 
Eſteeming it by far the greater Honour, 


Enter Menxikoif. 
Men. Mighty Sovereign! from thy faithful Ga- 
if 0W1n | N 
A Meſſenger's arriv d; who brings Advice, 


In vain thy Troops, aſſiſted by the Rigour 

Of the rough Scaſon, did oppoſe his Paſſage. 

Led by Mazeppa, with determin'd Speed 

He ruſhes on, and threatens all with Ruin, 

Czar. Let him come on; for ſure Deſtruction 

meets him. 

Give inſtant Orders to conſume the Forage, 

And cut off all Subſiſtance from the Foe. 


Quick, let our Scouts deſcry their Strength and Poſture; 
And ſend ſome Officer of ſpecial Note wad 


To tell him we will meer him at Pultows ; _ 
Or elſe decide em by the Fate of War. 
e Os Come, 


AN Ck 2 1 4 * 
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We muſt awhile ke the aa Arts, 
And lovely Science change tor hoſtile Arms. 
This hair-brain'd King, this wild romantic Hero, 
Takes Pains t'inſtruct us in the murd'ring Art; 
But ſoon from ſad Experience he ſhall Know, 
We can as well defend, as ſtrike the Blow. (Exeunt.) 


8 C E N E . The Plains near Pultanra. 


OT 
Char. Thus far with painful March, "midſt chilling 
Froſts, 
Doth Victory attend upon our Steps. 3 


The ſeeble Foe, unable to reſiſt, 
Skulks at a Diſtance to obſerve our Mating. 
Now, now, my faithful Soldiers, is the Time, 
To raiſe my Glory, and revenge your Country; 8 
Jo turn upon the Foe th injurious Inſult, 

He gave my dom in my infant, Vea. ' 
(Trumpet without What 1 rumpet's that ? * 


(bar. Let him advance. 
Ex: Enter Iwan. 

man. Moſt mighty Prince! 

My noble Maſter, the puiſſant Czar, __ 
Entreats to have ſome Conference with your High incſs, 
Char. Say we expect him. (Exit 1 
ference! To what End? 

I am unpractic d in the Art of Words; 
Nor cer yet found that talking was my Province. 
> Wrongs are manifeſt; my. Revenge ſhall be ſo. 
. Enter the Car, Dol, zoruki, aud Generals, &c. 
*Czar. What is the auſe, my noble Brother, 
That you with hoſtile Steps approach my Tbs; 
And ſpread Confuſion o'er my peaceful ee 
Char. And dar it thou ask a Cauſe! E 


1 


& 


Lek 


Come. Dolgoruli, (Exit Menzikoi ſ.) 


Enter, Charles, Piper, N Mazeppa, 


Hurt. A Parley from the Enemy. _ . 
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Look back upon thy faithleſs Breach of Treaties, 
When, like a rav nous Kite, thou baſely took'lt _ 
Advantage of my tender Infancy, , 
My fruittul Provinces to make thy Prey. 
Avenging Heavn with Indignation ſaw itt. 
Nerv'd my young Arm, and drove thee back again. 
But, Wolflike, watching for the Shepherd's Abſence, 
Again thou'ſt ſciz'd them, adding Wrong to Wrong; 
And now, inſultingly, demand'ſt a CauſG. 

Czar. Thoſe Frovinces were mine, 
Torn from my Anceſtors by lawleſs Force. 5 
And therefore, as the Father of my People; _. 
Paternal Duty urg'd me to regain rr. 
Believe me, Charles, twas not a_ Thirſt for atk 

£ 


A wild Deſire tenlarge my Kingdam's Baun 
But to preſerve that Right which Nature gave em; 
extend their Commerce, and improve their Minds, 
In all the ſocial, Virtues of Mankind. PO LM 
'T heſe are my Aims, and this my only Glory. - 
For Wrongs ſuppos d, let's enter into Treaty, 
Appaint Commitſioners to fix our Rights 
And, by the facred Pow'r that governs Kings, 
1 will abide. by their Determination —  _ _..__ 
Char. Treat tor my own! No, Tyrant, I defy 
if thou dar'ſt lead thy coward Troops to War, 
Then ſhalt thou find, too late, what tis to wound 
A Soldiers Honour, and affront a King, (Exeunt.) 
_ Czar. Raſh Prince, :adicu!... _ 
_ Haſte, Menzikoif, and form my Tri s for Battle. 
This Head ſtrong Monarch to his Colt may ſee, 
From him we'll learn to graſp at Victory. (Exeunt.) 
©. Remain Dolgoruki. . 


4 


9 Euter to bin Iwan. 
Iwan, my faithful Friend. pak 
What Tydings do'ft thou bring me of my Child? 
Say, may I hope to ſee her? eue 
Juan. You may. Nay more; the noble Cillen- 
Nernia, [hl | To 
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To whoſe Charge ſhe long bath * entruſted, 
Permiſſion has obtain d to bring her to you; 
And now, with eager Steps, he haſtens hither. 
See he approachcs, 
Euter Gillenſternia and Flimira. 
ir. All Comfort to the noble Dolgoruſti. 
My bounteous Maſter has, at my Requeſt, 
Permitted me to render back thy Daughter, 
Pure, and unſpotted, as the veſtal Virgin, 
And all her Charms freſh blooming as the Roſe. 
Dol. The Gifts of Fe does are irkſome, tho they 
1 pleaſe; 7 
And tho the Father melts to fee his Child, 
Reluctant I receive her from thy Hand, 
And ſcorn the Obligation. 5 : 
Eli. O, my Father! 8 
Speak not thus harſhly to this gen'rous Soldier. wy 
Did yon but know how he hath us'd your Daughter, 


How light he made my Chains, how foft my Bondage, 


Your Heart. like mine, with Gratitude Od glow, - 
And mdt in Friendſhip, Tenderneſs, and Love. 
Dol. With Love! 1 
Love for my Maſter's Foc! By all my Fondneſs, 
Idxather fee thee dead, than admit ſuch Perfidy, 
Such ſhafnefal Perfidy, to blaſt my Name. | 
(Pulls her Ane foe Terps.) 
Gil. 'Weep not, my Faireſt! 
Rather obey th angry, cruel Father. 
Revolving Seaſons may reſtore fair Peace, 


And Love triumphant ſhall again return, . 


Tilt wheo, my Heart imviolate is thine. 5 
Thy Image, rooted there, fhall cheer my Soul, 
And brighten evry Hour with Hope and Joy. 
Eli. O, Gillenſternia! Never ſhall my Soul 
Reproach me with Ingratitude to thee. oy 1 
My Parent claims my Duty, you my Lore; | 
And. bythe Powers above, 15555 proteſt, 
Vith che I'm Happy, or kae dete. 


4 
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orbear,nor tempt me into Rage. 
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Nor Time, nor Force, nor Fate, hall change . 
Mind, 


Conſtant as thou art juſt, as thou art kind. * 
¶Exeunt ſeveral Ways; foe s foreed off by her F. ben] ö 


SCENE II. The Inſade of Tant. 1 


Several Women getting up Linen; a Company of . 
; Swediſh Soldiers march on as returning fron” 
Duty; when the Officer hath diſmiſi'd. them,” : 
they chuſe out Partners from the Women; and 
dance; Guring the Dance, enter Strap and Janny. 


Fan. O lad ! Maſter Strap, this is charming fine; 
odd, there was a pretty, little, tight, black Wenchz 
I like her hugely. 

Strap. Do you? Then give me your Hand; you 
ſhall have her. But what have you got to give her? 
Jan. Why, I've my Pockets full of Money; and 
this curious Ring I ſtole from my Mother z but 68 

the'll murder me if ſhe finds it out. 
Strap. She murder you! ſhe's a Brim. Why, 8 
not you a Right to what your Father leſt? Are not 
ou the Heir? But let me ſee the Money; it may? at 
e proper to carry it all about you ; three or four 
Pieces, and the Ring, will be ſufficient. 
Jan. Here, here, Mr. Strap, [gives bim bis A 
ney] But when ſhall we ſee this Wench? O lud: Tm 
out o my Wits till I have her. 
Strap. Here ſhe comes. (Enter Mall Trotfootter) 
Your Servant, Miſs Ay; here's a Friend of mine 
that ſaw you dance, and is in love with you. Pray 
give him Leave to ſalute you. 


oll. I ſhall be glad to pleaſe fo pretty a Gratle- 

_ 8 | 
Pretty! Nay, forſooth, now you ſeer. 

ure Ay, Molly, "don't you think it's a Shame 

ſuch a clever young Fellow ſhould be kept under by an 


old Beeſom of a Mother, and hinder'd enjoyiag 
what's his own. 


* 


Mel. 


then III call upon you. 0 
Moll. Ay, ay, Maſter ſhall go to my Tent, and 


why Tm glad to fee you look 
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Moll. Ay, to be ſuie it is. But if. Maſter will be 


rul d by me, he ſhall ſoon be up with her. (Kiffes bim.) 


Fan. Rul'd by you; egad you ſhall do what you 
will with me. I never was fo in all my Lite. O lud! 
I cou'd—Maſter Strap; if you'll leave us together we 
ſhall ſoon agree, I warrant you. 

Strap. Well, well, I muſt go to Serjeant 917m, and 


* 


there I'll make much of him. | Tonales 7 * 
Fan. Come along then, Miſs Aolly; O lud! I 
cou d kiſs you to Peices. | Exit bugging 8 
Strap. So, ſo, thus far we go on ſwimmirg]y. 
The knowing one, each Fool his Bubble makes, 


Woman's a Bait that ev'ry Gudgeon takes. [ Exit. ] 


NE HI. 
| Garbage diſcover'd, with Gallipets, Viol, &c. 


Carb. O Love, and Phyſick! how you have 


work'd me! I'm hardly able to crawl. No ſooner a 
damm d Purge is out of my Belly, that has almoſt 


crack d my Bum-Gut, but 1 muſt be ſuffocated for 
twelve Hours between two Feather-Beds, and then 


obliged to run ten Miles; and aſter all nothing to 


cheriſh and comfort me but a damn'd Vine gar Poſſet. 


O lud! Now it begins to work me. ¶ Runs in.] 
URS Enter Random, as 4 Door. 
Rand. Hey, Corporal, where arc you? 


arb. [Within.] Here, here, Doctor, where I 


always am, I think. Umph! umph! (Grants. ) 
Rand. Well done, well done, I ſee you're reſolvd 
to carry the Widow. I commend your Perſeverance. . 
Carb. Ay, if this damn'd Phyſick don't carry me 
eff. Umph! O my Guts! my Guts! . 
Rand. Come, come, cheer 5 (Enter Garbage.) 

© 


thruok tour Stone already, 
FR : | r | 4 Carb. 
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Garb. Shrr k, quoth'a! nay I'm ſhrivdl'd, . 3 \ 
if all Parts ſhriok alike, ſhe'Jl be hang'd before the of 
have mc, after all this phyſicking. But pray how. 
many Doſes more muſt I take? 

Rand. O, you're in a brave Way. I dort think, 
you nced take above fiſty more. 

Garb. Fifty more! che Devil! I'll cen sive er up. 
Fleth aml Blood can't go thro' it. 

Rand. Conſider, ſhe's very rich; Jane your Bas, 
dy will be ſo uſed to the Phylick, chat ir will give you, 
no Manner of Pain. | 

arb. Say you ſo; why then I will endure it. 
Nut don't I {mel oddly? Methinks every Pore of me 


ſends out a moſt odoriterous, Flavour. 


Rand. No, no, it's only Fancy. I'll ſend you 
ſome Drops to ſimell to, that will entirely take it 


away. —But you mult let me have twenty Ducats 
more. 

Garb. How! egad it's well the Nido Purſe will 
make me amends. There, there they are. (Gives 
Money. ) But 1 muſt take Bum- Leave aud ſcour off 
O! Gript! gript! gript! ' Runs in.) 

Rand. Thus wife Men phytick Fools cut of their 

Pelt. 
The Maxim all purſue is, Love yourſelf. 


S C'E NLE. IV. 
Enter Janny, 4 Molly. 2 
Jau. Wounds! This is rare Wine; I'm almoſt. 


bouzey. 
Moll. Well, my dear Yarn but are not you tired, 
of me already ? Indeed, now?  (Wheedlivg.) 

Fan. Tied of you! Oddsbud! I cou d = ſor 


ever with ou. 
Moll. Ay, but if you 15 d me, as 5 you ſay. you do, 


you'd marry me, ſo you won d. 


Jan. Try you: * L will, if yon l get a Parſon; 
| and 


* 
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and carry you home in Spite of Mother's Teeth. 
Egad this Wine has-made me ſo courageous I dare do 
TTW # 

Moll. That's a good. Dear, T'l get a Parſon, III 
warrant you; and here comes. Mr. Strap to be a Wit- 
neſs, 3 ET = : 


Enter Strap. „„ 
Fan. Ah! Mr. Strap! You have made a Man of 
me. Zounds! Im quite another Thing. Why we 
are going to be marry'd. I'll carry her home, and 
make Mother count for every Shilling my Father left 
me. | $4 +0 
Strap. Why that's brave; this is ſomething ; why 
ou re improv'd already. Come then, my Hector, I'lt : 
: be the Father and give her away. 1 
Fan. Huzza! that's pure; come, Molly, let's go. 
All. With all my Heart. e 
Jo Church, to Church, my Boy, and there let's wed. 
Jan. - And then, O law! we'll have ſuch Fun in 
Bed. Ge 


nN. RAY 
Slim diſcover d, eating Cuſtard. 


Slim. This Cuſtard is delicious Food; but faith I 
begin to be tir'd with it. Let me fſee—Theſe twelve 
for my Breakfaft, twenty-four for my Dinner, fix for 
my Supper, and three for an Aſternoon's Hunchcon. 
My Stomach kecks at em damnably; I wiſh the Cook 
wou'd allow me to take a Whet; O, here he comes. 
Enter Strap.] Well, Mr. Cook, I'm boxing the Cuſ- 
tards ahout; this is the laſt Day's Stock. But may'nt 
T drink a Glaſs of Wine to ſharpen my Stomach, for it 
- grows horribly pall'd ? 5 1 
Fitrab. Not for the World! One. ſingle Glaſs wou'd 
_ ferment the Cuſtard on your Stomach, and ſcour you 

into a Conſumption in leſs than twenty-four Hours. 
. Slim. Well, but an't Igrown bigger? This is the 
third Time I've had my Cloaths alter'd, Strap. 
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Strap. Why, tother Set of Cuſtards will bring yon 
within half a ard of the Widow's Size. So let me 
have five and twenty Ducats more. 

Slim. Five and twenty more !. Zounds! Tis well 
the Widow will reimburſe me, or I ſhall cat -myfelf i in- 
to a Jayl. There's the Money. | 

Strap. Well, fare you well; never 88 III "A 
your Buſineſs, Ill warrant. you. Exit. f 

Slim. Well, this Widow's a whimſical Woman; 
ſure ſhe's the firſt chat ever low d a Parcel of Guts and 
Garbage. | 

All Women J have n but ber, will telle, 

They like the Man that gets, not has the Belly. 


| Exit. 
i SCENE VI. The Widow's Tent. 
Enter Widow, and Madge. . 


| adh Where is he? Find him out, you Slut. 
Mad. Laud, forſooth, I don't know where to find 
him; he put on his beſt Cloaths, and went 'out, when 
you were ; gone with the Captain. I would have ſtopt 

im but he'gave me a Slap on the Face, and ſwore 
he'd kick me, it I was not quiet. 

id. O, the Rogue! Il flea him alive; de hes 
robb'd me of my Diamond Ring, and fifty Pounds. 

(Ob! Ob! Cries. 
Enter Mrs. Rank, and Mrs. File. 

Fil. He y day! What crying again? Why I thought 
you had —4 with that long ago. 

Wid. O Neighbours! there's a greater Affliction 
befall'n me than any I've met with yet. That Rogue, 
my Son, has run away with a Purſe of Gold, and my 
Diamond Ring; and where to find him I don't know. 

Rank. O, "+ that be all, my . Neighbour and I 
here ſaw him carouſing with that brazen Minx, Mei} 
Trotfootter, 

LL 4 Undone! undone! I'm rain Fetch me the 


Provoſte 
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Provoſt-Marſhal.” I'll make the Jade run the Gauntlet, 
I'll warrant her; I'll Trotfootter her! Yes, yes, the 
mal trot with a V engeance. 

Enter Janny, and Molly. 

Fan. Here, here, where's this Wilts of mine. 
as ſo, you're a fine Woman, indeed, ro cheat your 
Son; dar! ſhall make you count for what my Father 
left. —I'm a marry'd Man, and here's my Wife; and 
you ſhan't think to impoſe upon me any longer. 

Wid, You a marry'd Man! O, you Rogue! 
Where's my Money and my Ring? 

Fan, Your fig: why, where it ſhou'd be, 
on my Wite's Finger. As for the Money, why ſornc's 
ſpent, ſome's lent, and ſome's laid out; and what have 
you to ſay to that now, ha? EX: 

Wid. Say, Roguc, "Pn be the Death of you. - - Do. 
you bring your Harlot to noſe m2 in my own Suttle ? 
Here, get me an Officer; II indite the Jade for a 
3 II diſpoſe o your Trollop, 1 warrant 

A 

Moll. Look, Madam; don't give Fire theſs 

Airs; tis well known I'm a e- and ſince 
've done you the Honour to marry your Son; Madam, 
I' make you Know LO much Eight. here as you, 

Abcam. en { 

Juan. Ay, va vi Wife's a Gentlewcman, and has 
BS —— Right here as you, Madam. 
Mid. Fir try that preſently; get out you Villain, 
pe i e y6a;7 F' will fo.  / 

| Offers fo beat” em, is ae; File.) 

Fil. Fye, Mrs. Vanſpriggen, I think the young 
Couple 22 to have what's their Due. 

Moll. her come, let ber come, we aut afraid 
of her. e eee 

n | No, vo, we an t 12 5 of” ber. 

— , 7-517 BIN [Gets behind Molly. 

Book. For Ci Mrs. File, how can you en- 


courage two ſuch impudent Creatures to abuſe the 
pood Woman thus? File. 


16 
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File. Who gave you Authority to talk to me thus? 
Take that, Huſſey. [Hits her a Slap on the Face. ] 
Nauk. How! A Blow! Lye in a Soldier's Arms 
and take a Blow? Revenge, Revenge! [Flies at her.] 
Re: (The Widow flies at Janny and Molly.) 


Mid. Get out, you Harlot; Vil tear your Eyes out. 


Fan. Here, here's a Brim; to beat a Man and 

his Wife too. | rs | 
Enter Random, and Strap. 3 

Rand. Hey day! What's here? Battle- royal? 


For Shame, Ladies, give over. (Strap and he part em) 


Rank. I'll not ſleep till I've had Satisfaction. (Exit.) 


File. Satisfaction! Ay, ay, I'll give you Satis- 
faction. I warrant you, with a Vengeance. (Exit.) 


© Rand. Come, my dear, what's the Matter here? 
_ Compoſe yourſelt and tell me. 


Wid. O I'm undone! My Son is married to that 
impudent Manx there, and they've the Aſſurance to 
bully me in my own Territories. (Cries.) 
Moll. Your Territories! We'll ſoon try that. 
Marry come up, who are you? You ſhan't think to 


domineer and cheat us. We don't value you of that. 


(Snaps her Fingers.) 


Fan. No, no, we don't value you of that. 


(Snaps his Fingers.) | 


Strap. | Huſh, huſh; Maſter Fanny; it you'll be 
rul'd by me, you ſhall be in Poſſeſſion preſently.” So 


take no Notice, but go and prepare an Officer. I'll. 


follow, and give you Inſtructions what to do 
Moll. Ay, ay, come along, my Dear; we'll ſoon 


make her lower her Sails; and ſo your Servant, Mamma. 


Fan. Ay, ay, your Servant, Mamma. 
n | (Exit both tauntingly.) 


Vid. Do you ſee? Do you ſex the Impudence of 
them? I han't Patience. (Offers to follow em, is tops by 


e e ok Random) 
Rand. Hold, Hold, my Dear; they know no- 
thing yet of our being 4 n : fo put your Effects 


Into 


E 
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ma 2 "I 


24 Th NORTHERN HER OES. 


Provoſt-Marſhal.” I'll make the Jade run the Gauntlet, 


I'll warrant her; I'll Trotfootter her! Yes, yes, ſhe 
| mal trot with a Vengeance, 5 
Enter Janny, and Molly. 


Jan. Here, here, where's this Mother of mine. 


8! ſo, you're a fine Woman, indeed, to cheat - your 
Son; dar! ſhall make yo count for what my Father 
leſt.—I'm a marry'd Man, and here's my Wife; and 
you ſhan't think to impoſe upon me any longer. 

id. You à marry'd Man! 0, you Rogue! 
* s my. Money and my Ring? 

Your Ri 

ON * 'w iſe's Finger. As for the Money, why ſornc's 


ſpent, ſome's lent, and ſome's laid out; and what have 


you to ſay to that now, ha? --- 


Wid. Say, Rogue, I be the Death of you. Do 


you bring your Harlot to noſe m2 in my own Suttle ? 
Here, get me an Officer; 1'lt indite the Jade for a 
jon. > rn diſpoſe ct Jour Trollop, 1 warrant 
"Ou 1 
Moll. Loddee; Madam; don't give votre theſo 
Airs; tis well known 17 m 4 Gentle woman; and ſince 
vo done you the Honour to marry your Son,; Madam, 
I'll make you know 1 ve as moch Right here 9" you, 
Madam. 
Jan. Ay ay, u Wiſe's a Gentle woman, and has 
as much Right here as you, Madam. 
Mid. Tit * that preſently; get out you Villain, 
and Strumpet; VII right you, 1 will ſo. 
| | Offers fo beat em, 1s © Ye > File.] 
Hie. Fye, Mrs. Venſpriggen; I think the young 
Couple _ to have what's their Duc. 
Moll. her come, let ber come, we ant afraid 
of her. 3 8 
1 vo, vo, we an t afraid of” ber. 
| - [Gets behind Molly.] 
Rook. Foe * Mrs, File, how can you en- 
courage two -ſuch- impudent C reatures to abuſe the 


good Woman thus 15 File. 


ing; why, where it ſhou'd be, 


1 


his Wife too. 
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R Who gave you Authority to talk to me thus? 
Take that, Huſſey. [Hits her a Slap on the Face.) 
Rank. How! A Blow! Lye in a Soldier's Arms 


and take a Blow? Revenge, Revenge! | Flies at her.] 


(The Widow lies at Janny and Molly.) 


Wid. Get out, you Harlot; Il tear your Eyes out. 


Jan. Here, here's a Brim ; to beat a Man and 


Enter "Pe and Strap. 
Rand. Hey day! What's here? | Battle-royal : ? 


F or Shame, Ladies, give over. (Strap and he part em) 


Rank. I'll not lep till I've had Satisfaction. (Exit.) 


File. Satisfaction! Ay, ay, Tl give you Satis- 


faction, I warrant you, with a Vengeance. (Exit. 


make her lower her Sails; and 


. 
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| Rand. Come, my dear, what's the Matter here? 
Combe yourſelt and tell me. 

Wid. O I'm undone! My Son is married to that 
impudent Maux there, and they've the Aſſurance to 
bully me in my own Territories. (Cries.) 


Moll. Your Territories! We'll ſoon try that. 


Marry come up, who arc you? You ſhan't think to 
domineer and cheat us. Wo don't value you of that. 


(Snaps her Fingers.) 

Fan. No no, we don't value you of that. | 
| (Snaps his Fingers.) 
Strap. Huſh, huſh; Maſter Fanny; it you'll be 


rul'd by me, you fhall be in Poſſeſſion preſently. So 


take no Notice, but go and prepare an Officer. III 


follow, and give you Inſtructions what to do 
Aol. Ay, ay, come alon 75 my Dear; we'll ſoon 
o your Servant, Mamma. 
Jas, Ay, ay, your Servant, Mamma. 
(Exit both taumtingly.) 
15 d. Do you ſee? Do you ſee the Impudence of 


2 them; 1 han't Patience. (Offers to ) follow em, is flops” by 


Random ) 


Ray” Hold, Hold, my Dear; they know no- 
thn yet of our * married o put your Effects 


into 
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into my Hands, and they may law, and claw long 
enough, before they get em back again. 


Mid. Well, you're a dear Soul; and I'll truſt you 


with every Thing, If you'll follow me in, I'll pack 
up all my Plate and valuable Concerns, and give em 


to you. (Exit Widow.) 


+... Rang. So, Strap; you ſee how Matters are. We 
hall ſoon be in Poſſeſſion of all we can expect here. 
So I think in the Hurry of the Battle, which is 


every Hour expected, we'll decamp, and ſeek out 


treſh Quarters. 


hus, as we ramble, we the Proverb croſs, 


Which lays, the rolling Stone ne er gathers Moſs. 


Where &er we go, we gain, then ſhift the Scene; 


Which muſt be bare indeed, if we can nothing glean. 


(Exeuut. 


End of the ſecond ACT. Wy 


J - 
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Aer HII. Sen a Pultcoa. 


Enter Charles, with his Generals, Officers, Sol- 
"as, wc. © 


Char. LI ERE mark our Camp beſore Pultowg's 


Walls, 


And ſo extend it as this Plan directs. 
By this Means ſhall we both amuſe the Enemy, 
And ſo conceal the Number of our Troops, | 
_  Fhar ſhou'd they gain the Paſſage of the Worska, 
And then attempt to force us in our Camp, 
A Conqueſt we ſecure on eaſy Terms. 
Hear you aught of our Supplies from Poland? 


Pip. May it pleaſe your Majeſty, a Courier's ar- 
BY, Fam 
Dry, | Laßt 309 19.79% "hg 


* 8 . 


A 
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Who brings us ſad, and moſt unwelcome News. 
Betwixt King Staniſlaus, and your General, Crafſau, 
Now in higher Poland, ſome Feuds have riſen : obs 1:0 
Which are encreas'd to ſuch a fatal Pitch, | 


As cuts off ev'ry Hope of promis #4. Succour. 


Char. No Matter. We re ſtill enough to conquer. g 
a (A Noiſe without) 
Sold. Where's the King? We will ſce the Wa | 
Enter ſeveral Soldiers. | 
Char. What means this Tumult ? 
Fold. Look at this Bread ; ; ſay, is it fit for Soldiars? 
Char. Give it me. (Bats ſoms) 
It is not pleaſant, but it may be eaten. 
Belicve me, honcſt Friends, the fatal Law „ 
Ot hard Necellity compels theſe Shifts; A 
And ſtill doth force us patient to endure W 
The harſh E, tremities of Cold and Hunger. 
But with united Hearts, and manly Vigour, 
We'll torce a Paſlage to the Fields 2 Plenty. 
This Day, this glorious Day, ſhall end our Tails, 
And vad Reward for all our Labours paſt. 
Al Sold. Huzza! We ll die with Charles. Huxza! 
Euter Gillenſternia. 
Gil. The Enemy, my Leige, has paſsd the River, 
And with great Dilligence are now entrenching. 
Cbar. Haſte then to 1 the Word be Hes ns 
Aſſiſtance; 4 
And O! remember, how we Side by Side, 
On Narvg's Plains, the Ruſian Courage try'd ; 
Nor let their Numbers your known Valour tright, | 
For Juſtice draws our Sword, and Victory's our Right. 
(Exeunt.) 
Euter the Czar, and bis Party. 
Czar. This expeditious Paſſage of the Wor bla, 


And Readineſs in throwing up Intrenchments, © 
Demands my Thanks, and promiſes Succeſs. ® 


If the hot Foe ſthou'd dare t attempt us now, 
Hell meet a fatal and a warm Reception. 


\ D 2 a 22 
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; 1 yet will conquer, or reſolve to dic. 
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If not, coop'd i in his'Camp, he dies by Famine. 
Thus have we caught this Lion in the Tolls, 
And dearly ſhall he pay his raſh Invaſion. 
Enter Menzikoif. 
Aen. Great Sir, the Foe already has begun, 
And ſome Redoubts have carry'd Sword in Hand, 
Czar. *Tis well; his Speed anticipates my Wiſhes. 
_ Haſte to your Poſts: this Quixote ſoon ſhall find, 


That Victory to us may now prove kind; 


And curſing his Revenge, at length hall own, 
That Conqueſt is the Gift of Heay'n alone. [ Exeunt. 
An Alarm, and fighting within. 
Enter Dolgorukt, over-power'd by Swedes. 
Sold. Yield, or thou dieſt. 
Dol. I ſcorn to yield to thee, 


Sola. Then take thy Death. [45 he is going to kill. 
him Gillen. enters. 


Gil. Sabin, ſorbear; nor hurt a ſingle Enemy. 
Submit, brave Sir, your Uſage ſhall be noble. 


He gives his Sword to Gillen. who 


_ | delivers him to an Officer. 
Sir, to your Care I give this worthy Prince. 
* him as your Honour ſhall direct you. 
[Exeunt different Ways. 
An Alarm, and fahting within, | © 
Enter Charles, wounded inthe Head, with Generals, &c. 
Char. Confuſion! All is loft. 
Hun. Retire, brave Prince, your Wound grows 
| deſperate; _ 
The Sight may daunt our Troops and ruin all. 


While I endeavour once again to rally, 


And force their Trenches, or at worn ſecure 


| A lure and fate Retreat. 


Char. Noz I ſcorn iogloriouſly to Ay. 


[ Excunt. 
An Alarm, ond fghting within. 
Re-enter Charles, ſupported by Officers. 


Char. O ſhame ful Wound! That 


* 
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That waſting as it runs the vital Spring, 
Sinks thus my Heart, unnerves my Arm, 
And forces me to yield to human W caknefs. - 
Euter Mazeppa. | | 
"0 Away, great Sir! Unhapp 15 Proc, away. 
The valiant Wertemburg is taken Priſoner. 
Thy Troops deſeated, only can ſuſtain | 
A brave Retreat, and make thy Perſon ſaſe. 
T'wards Turkey I with Care will guide thy Steps; 
„ "There ſhalt thou ſurely find a fate 7 
Till Fortune ſhall return to bleſs thy Arms, 
And crown thee with Revenge, and wiſh'd for Con- 
„ ueſt. i} 
- 1 55 O, Mazeppa! 
The Blood that guſhcs from this fatal W ound, 
Leſs terrifies my Mind, than ſhametul Fl: ght. 5 
The Soul of Charles was never form'd to 3 \ 
Nor baſely turn his back upon the Foe. | 
But, thus diſabled, ſtript of all my Glorics, 
Jo Heav'ns Decrees I do ayſelf 1 relign ; 
„ When that determines, Man muſt not 271 
[ Exeunt,. 


Enter the Grand Battle; the Sw edes are ow 4 


| 8-0 E N84 16+; 
| Enter Slim, n Cuſtard, and a Taylor, 


Sim, Well, do you think, Mr. Taylor, I look 
—_ enough now ? 

Tay. Tl aſſure you, Sir, you're very corpulent. | 
You look, as we fay, as bigas Bull Beet. | 
Slim. But have you allow'd for ſix Gallons of 
Cuſtard I am to eat within theſe two Days? Or elſe 1 
muſt have new Cloaths every Hour. | 

Tay Sir, I have allow d for twelve Gallons, and ® 
that I hope will pleaſe you. 
Slim. That's well. 5 I aylor) How now! 
0 
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Who have we here? [Enter Garbage] My Friend 
Garbage, running a Race by himſelf, What the De- 
vils the Meaning of this? | 
Garb. Pray Sir--don't ſtop me--don't ftop me.--If you'll 
run with me—TY tell you the whole Story. . 
zun together] You—muſt know Sir - that the 
Widow Vanſpriggen has reſolv'd - not to- to- mar- 
ry me— till J am—as ſmall—as you;—and ſo—I am 
running to make my Phyſick work—in order 
to- pull down my Belly. 5 
Fim. Ha, ha, ha, prithee leave off. Why, ſhe 
only makes a Fool of you; for, to my F nowledge, 
{he can't endure a lean Man; and I am now eating my - 
iclt up to her Fayour. But hold, if running be pur- 
gative I'll run no more, leſt my Cuſtard thould have 
no Effect. 


Garb. I tell you, you're deceiv'd ; there's nothin 


but my Belly in my Way; for here's the Meaſure ſhe - 


has obliged me to reduce myſelf to before ſhe'll have 
me. | | 
Slim. The Devil it is! Nay, then ſhe has impos'd 
upon us both; for here's a Meaſure ſhe gave me too, 
and ſaid it was the Size I mult arrive at betore I cou'd 
be big enough to pleaſe her. | "= 
Sarb. Ihe Devil pleaſe her. Have I then ſcour'd 
myſelt ro Fiddle-Strings, and emptied my Pockets, to 
be gull'd by an old Haradan. But it I ant reveng'd 
both ot her and the Doctor Et 
Slim. Ay, and I of my damn'd Cook. Zounds! 

I have undone myſelf with buying Cloaths and eating 
Cuſtards. Nay, and it's well if we an' t both ſhot tor 
Cowards, tor not being in the Battle. 

Garb. Ay, ay, a Plague on her! 
Who follows Woman's ſure to follow Evil, 
But he that txuſts a Widow, truſts the Devil. 

* * F ¶Exeun. 
Enter Random, and Strap with a Portmanteau. 
Rand, Well, Strap, have youſecur'd every Thing? 
n | | Strap. 


9 


gone, [Exit Macgehogan. 


\ 
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Strap. I warrant you, Sir, I have not left her the 
Value of a 'Tea-Spoon, except a few old Tables and 


Joint-Stools; but I hope you have taken Care of the 
Caſh. 


Rand. Ay, ay. You fee, Strap, our Army is 


Y beaten, and the Enemy will ſoon be upon us. The 


King, I hear, is wounded, and retir'd towards Turkey; 
ſo I think our ſafeſt Courſe will be to follow his Ma- 


jeſty. But, who comes here? By all that's frightful 


my Iriſb Spouſe, Mrs. Macgehogan. | 
Enter Mrs. Macgehogan, with à Child. 

Mac. O, O, my dear Captain, I am glad I am 
alter finding you. By my Shoul I have walk d till the 
Fingers of my Legs are ſo ſoor as noting at all, fait; 
and my Money is juſt more than all ſpent; and this 
little dear Crater has not a Bir of noting to put into its 
pretty Mout. ¶ Child cries.] Whiſh, Whiſh. Arrah 
how cou'd you be ſo uncivil as to be after leaving 
us wid the wide World upon us? And be after ſhelling 
my Pottatoe Ground, that has been my Succeſſors 
ever ſhince, and betore, Shaint Patrick was a little Boy, 
now; and might have been my Predeceſſors after me 
O, bub, bub, bub. [| Cries. | 

Rand. Paticnce, my Dear. I have it now in my 
Power to make you amends. This Portmanteau is full 


of Plate and Money; and as ſoon as I have ſecur'd ie 


trom the Enemy, I'll come back and take Care both 
of you and the Child. In the mean Time, ſtep to the 
next Suttle, at the Sign of the Standard, I am well 
known there, and call for what you pleaſe to refreſh 
yourſelf. 

Mac. But won't you be after kiſſing little Rhode- 
rick? Ay, Bleſſings on its Fader's nown'Noſe, and 
Eyes, and Mout. Ah, it ſaid it wou'd croſs the Sacs, 
and be after finding its nown Papa, ſo it wou'd 

Rand. No, no, I han't Time now; a Moment's 
Delay may loſe us all we have; therefore, pray be 


Strap 
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Strap. So, ſo, here's like to be fine Work, '!'faith. 
J ſuppoſe,if you ſtay any longer, you'll have your Dutch 
Wite and her Kinchin come after you. | 

Rand. Ay, ay, I don't doubt it. Therefore let's 
away while we're well; and fo, dear Spouſes all, adicu. 
The Patient'ſt Man found one Wife hard to bear; 

But three! the Devil wou'd not ſtay to hear. 
ETA ba [Excunt.] 


SCENE UI. The Widow's Tent. 
Enter Widow, and Madge, meeting. 


Mid. Well, Madge, have you ſeen the Captain? 
| Mad. O, Miſtrets! you're undone, He and that 
"Rogue rap, are run away to Turkey, with all your 
Plate and Morey. I told him you wanted him, he 
laugh'd, and ſaid, go back to your old Brandy-Bottle, 
and bid her hang herſelff. 
1 Mid. O, the Rogue, the Villain! Get me a Horſc. 
I III follow him all over the World, I'll Brandy-Bortle 


* 


. bim. Which Way went they? © ©. | 

I Mad. Nay, nay, they're too far gone for you to 

tollow em. Oh, Oh, Oh. e * 
Nia. Oh, Oh, Oh. [Cries.] 
| Enter Mrs. Macgehogan. | 
Mac. Arrah, what is the Matter wid you, good 
Womans, that you're ſo troubled? Will you be after 

lettipg me have a Pot of your beſt Drink, and ſome 
Mact, till my Husband, the Captain, comes. a 
Nia. Pray, who is your Husband, Woman? 

Mac. O fait, he's as brave a Fellow as ever ſtept 
into a Pair of Brogues; thof he has been a little wild. 

_ *Tis Captain Roderick Ruudom; by my Shoul, he's 
only gone to put by the big Trunk out of the Way, 
that he has got full of Money for me, and hell be after 
being here himſelf preſentii ß. ; 

Mid. O the Rogue; he's my Husband too, and 
that Trunk he has robb'd me . 
e | „ Mac. 


do but hang myſelf. 


impoſe upon me, with her Dog ot a Dector. I was 


Doctor; they have not left me a ſingle Ducat to bleſs 
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Mac. Your Husband? Upon my . Shoul you're a 
dirty pribble prabble Slut, to fay he has robb'd you. 
he's more of a Golman than to marry any ſuch like 


915 Why, you Triſh Bogtrotter, does the Villain 
ſend you to abule me? Begone preſently, or- 
Mac. Arrah, leave your prating, or by Shaint Pa- 
trick I'll be aſter breaking your Mout', fo I will _ 
Enter Jarmy, and Mylly, with an Officer. | 
Fan. Here, here, lay hold of the Brim my NI 
ther, while I rake Poſſeſſion, and ſecure what my Fa- 
ther left me. | | 
Mid. Poſſeſſion of what your Father left you, Fool? 
Yes, it is ſecur'd with a Witneſs. Your Friend Strap, 
and that Rogue of a Captain, have run away with 
every Shilling 1 had in the World; ſo you may go beg 
with the Strumpet your Wiſe, and I have nothing to 


Euter Garbage, and Slim. 
Carb. Here, where's this Widows I'll teach her to 


too fat for you, was 1? What, I muſt phylick myſelf 
down to your Pleaſure, muſt J, and be hang'd rye? 
But coine, return my Money, or— wy 

Slim, Ay, and I was too lcan for you. I muſt cat 
myſelf up to your Inclinations, with a Pox t'ye. But 
come, refund, reſund 


Vid. Nay, the Devil take both the Cook and the 


myſelf with. 
Garb, 


Slim, 8 How ! I 4 5 * 
Euter Mrs, Rank. . ys 
Rank. Here, here, ſhiſt for yourſelves. Our A-. 
my's beat. They're plundering the Camp, and will be 
here in an Iaſtant. EE 3 
Garb, Nay then, the Devil take the hindmoſt, 
1 . 


E in. | 


